But this glimpse of her apotheosis by no means
blinded her to all the smaller privileges attached to
her husband's new post, to say nothing of the benefits
to herself, of which she proposed to take the fullest
advantage. He had been offered a police pass; of course
he must accept it! And then there would be free
tickets for exhibitions, perhaps even for theatres.
And now at last she would be able to realize a life long
dream of appearing regularly at the annual public
concours of the Conservatoire of Music and Dramatic
Art!
Back again at home, she found the concierge waiting
for her with quite a little mountain of letters and cards.
She took them up to Monsieur Varambaud, whom
she found already embarked on, the task of answering
those that had come earlier in the afternoon. Madame
Armelle was sitting with him, reduced to silence by the
respectful fear which her son-in-law always inspired in
her, but making up for such muteness with an incessant
involuntary dumb-show expressive of her own inner
satisfaction. From time to time Monsieur Varambaud
would reach across his desk to hand her a letter or card
of a particularly flattering kind, and Madame Armelle,
importantly adjusting her spectacles, would read it
aloud, sometimes twice over, to ease the torrent of words
pent up within her by this self-imposed silence.
Almost at once dinner was announced, and they
all entered the dining-room together. Madame Armelle
was dying to discuss all the whys and wherefores of
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